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PREFACE 


Pandit Gopabanndhu Das, aptly honoured as Utkalamani or 
the gem of Odisha, was a man of versatile genius. A sensitive 
person committed to the cause of humanity and with a deep 
rooted sympathy for the poor and distressed, Gopabandhu’ 
Das had «dedicated his life to relieve the suffering mass from 
the oblivion of misery. A staunch nationalist in spirit, and an 
active sentinel of the Odia movement, Gopabandhu Das had 
realized that a nation as well as its literature thrives on its 
tradition and culture. He believed that a national 
superstructure founded on its glorious national heritage only 
survives the onslaughts of time. His poetry, therefore, reflect 
the essence of true Odia culture. But it is the element of 
patriotism that finds the boldest expression in his poetical 
works. Kara-Kabita (Prison-Poems), an assortment of thirteen 
poems was written in (1923-24) while Gopabandhu was in 
the Hazaribagh jail. It displays a spectrum of varying thoughts 
and sentiments that holds a universal appeal. At the same 
time it relates the socio-political condition of pre-independent 
India,and the role of Odisha in the freedom movement led 
by Gandhiji. It aims at inducing fresh inspiration into a 
dormant Odia people to fight for their freedom from British 
hegemony. 

The Odisha Sahitya Akademi under its publication project 
now lays stress upon the publication of the translated version 
of renowned Odia literary works with an objective to gain 
them a wider circulation and a larger segment of readership. 
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Translation of Odia literary works in different vernaculars of 
India, as well asin English aims not only at connecting the 
Odia thoughts and sentiments to other regional literature by 
bridging the gap of language dissimilarity but to situate it in 
the ambit of world literature. Our endeavour to publish the 
English rendering of Pandit Gopabandhu Das’s Kara-Kabita 
will be adequately rewarded if the text will be successful in 
effectuating the literary connection and intended interaction 
at least in a certain degree, and is well received by the Odia 
and the non-Odia readers as well. 


Bijaya Kumar Nayak 
Bhubaneswar Secretary 
18-01-2014 Odisha Sahitya Akademi 
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Introduction 


Pandit Gopabandhu Das is not a name, it is a legend. The history of 
modern Odisha is never complete without the mention of his name. 
A committed social reformist, political activist, educationist, 
philosopher, legislator, spiritual thinker, a prophet of Odia 
nationalism, and a messiah for the suffering and downtrodden mass 
of Odisha, Gopabandhu had strived all along to redefine the socio- 
political identity of Odisha during the years India struggled to free 
itself from the British colonial rule. 


Born on 9th October, 1877 in Suando ,a village on the bank of river 
Bhargavi in the district of Puri, to Daitari Das and Swarnamayee 
Das, Gopabandhu had revealed an intense interest in the study of 
religious texts since childhood. While in school, Gopabandhu 
displayed a special inclination towards the study of literature though 
he did not dislike any subject prescribed in the school curricula. 


During the late 1920s while Gopabanhu was a student at the 
Ravenshaw College, Cuttack, Odisha was not a separate province. 
A number of Odia speaking tracts remained under Telugu, Hindi 
and Bengal domination of the Madras Presidency in the south, 
Central Province in the west and Bengal Presidency in the north 
respectively. The comments of certain Bengali intellectuals 
denouncing the status of Odia awakened a linguistic consciousness 
in the educated and sensitive pro- Odia group. The movement under 
the active leadership of Madhusudan Das for the amalgamation of 
the Odia-speaking tracts to make Odisha a separate province owes 
its genesis to this growing consciousness. Like Madhusudan Das 
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Gopabandhu too, had cherished the dream of recovering the 
dismembered segments of Odisha and make it one linguistic unit. 
The formation of Utkal Saunnilani in 1903 with Madhusudan Das as 
its president was the first bold step taken for realising that dream. 
Gopabandhu Das was an admirer of the Utkal Sammilani right from 
the beginning. He became a member of the Utkal Youngman’s 
Association formed under the auspices of Utkal Sammilani. As the 
movement of linguistic regionalism gathered pace the British 
government passed a resolution to retrieve the parts of Odisha under 
Bengal Presidency and incorporate them in the new proposed Bihar- 
Odisha Province, and designate Odisha the status of a sub-province. 
Accordingly, on 1st April, 1912 the Bihar-Odisha province with its 
individual legislative council was formed. The five Odia members 
in the legislative council pledged to safeguard and promote the 
interests of the Odia against all odds. Gopabandhu was sceptical 
about the new development even though Madhusudan Das viewed 


it positively. 


In the years that followed, Gopabandhu came to be recognised as a 
prominent and indispersable member of the Utkal Sammilani. He 
addressed the 1919 session of the conference. In a gripping speech 
that was an accolade on the glorious heritage of Odisha , he held up 
before his listeners a grandiose picture of their homeland, its aura 
of majesty that had in ancient days lured people from all parts of 
the world. 


Odisha’s river is called the Mahanadi or the great river, Gopabandhu 
said, its mountain is called Mahendra, or the great mountain. 
Odisha’s tree is the Kalpabata, the tree of wish-fulfilment, Odisha’s 
Lord is Jagannath, or the god of the universe, the cremation ground 
of Odisha is Swargadwara which means the gate to heaven. 


-6- 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


The moving speech was not just intended to induce fresh life into 
tneir bold spirit that lay dormant, and mobilise the mass against the 
injustice and oppression perpetrated on Odia people but to convince 
them that the Sammilani is the embodiment of our national spirit 
and manifestation of our national objective. By defining its mission 
as not just uniting the segregated parts of Odisha to form one 
individual whole but to work for the growth and development of 
nationalism Gopabancdthu had stressed upon its symbiotic function. 
The aim of the Sammilani should be, Gopabandhu felt, to promote 
the larger interest of the nation by resolving the dichotomy of 
provincialism and nationalism, and get united to lead a crusade 
against British hegemony. He had requested Gandhiji to approve of 
the proposal demanding the formation of language-based provinces. 
A resolution to that effect was passed in the Nagpur session of the 
Indian National Congress in December . Gopabandhu, in the 
Chakradharpur Session of the Utkal Sammilani convened within a 
few days after, appealed the members to join the non-cooperation 
movement launched by Gandhilji. The Sammilani though 
wholeheartedly approved of the linguistic-regionalism factor as a 
fundamental one in the making of the separate province ot Odisha, 
its response to the non-cooperation movement was not particularly 
encouraging. 


The efforts of Gopabandhu to bring Utkal Sammilani into the fold 
of Indian National Congress thus suffered a serious setback. 
Disappointed, Gopabancdhu cut himself off theSammilani and joined 
the non-cooperation movement of 1921. Right from that time he 
remained a loyal and dedicated functionary of the Indian National 
Congress till the end. A provincial Congress committee named the 
Odisha Pradesh Congress Committee with Gopabandhu as its 
president was constituted in 1921 with an aim to promulgate the 
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message of Indian National Congress across Odisha. As was resolved 
by the National Congress, the Odisha Pradesh Congress Committee 
took bold and effective steps to boycott foreign goods, and 
employments under the British government. Students of schools 
set-up and run by the government stopped attending classes. 
Gopabandhu, initiated into the doctrine of non-violence, advised 
his co-workers and associates to make peaceful but uncompromising 
protest against the domineering and unfair attitude of the 
government. He had given up his legal practice as a mark of protest. 
The far-reaching consequences of the non-cooperation movement 
in Odisha owes its credit to the unselfish and unstinted efforts of 
Gopabandhu Das. 


Gopabandhu knew that ignorance blurs the clarity of vision, but 
too much of book-based education blocks the mind and limits the 
power of perception. The founding of Satyavadi Bana Vidyalaya, in 
1909, a small open air primary school set up in the refreshing 
environment of the Bakula grove behind the temple of Sakhigopal 
was the first step taken by Gopabandhu to break away from the 
conventional pattern of teaching imparted in schools run by the 
government. Gopabandhu, with an objective to make education 
more effectively used for character building wanted to bring in 
certain systemic changes in the preparation of the curricula and the 
quality of teaching and learning as well. The teaching imparted in 
Satyavadi school, laid stress on producing good human beings 
through inculcating moral discipline and thoughtfulness into the 
young minds. The noble ideals of the Satyavadi Bana Vidyalaya drew 
the attention of the intellectual mass, and the primary school was 
soon developed into a High school. Gopabandhu preached the idea 
of nationalism and moral discipline to the youths and prepared them 
to brave any hardship that came in the way of accomplishing a noble 
purpose. The school, during 1921 became an active centre of the 
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non-cooperation movement. Unfortunately after the eminent figures 
like Pandit Godavarish Mishra, and Pand:t Neelkantha Das left the 
school under the pressing demands of the freedom movement, and 
Pandit Gopabandhu Das was arrested for motivating the public and 
students to join the non cooperation movement, there was:no one 
as much competent to take care of the school and the school lost the 
fame it enjoyed earlier. 


Gopabandhu had a penchant for writing poems since his childhood 
days. Inspired by the encouragements he received from his father 
after the latter accidentally discovered lines from the holy Bhagavat 
and the small poems his son had written, obviously with much effort, 
on the palm leaves, Gopabandhu kept up the habit of writing poems 
which at later stage acquired a fineness and subtlety of expression 
suited perfectly to the profoundness of his emotion. His spirit of 
patriotism, his revolutionary philosophy, nostalgic brooding, his 
spiritual flights and his romantic mood found a melodious medium 
of expression in his lucidly styled poems. Most of his famous poems 
were written while he was in the Hazaribagh jail at Bihar during 
1923-24. The unforgettable collection of poems like Bandi ra 
Atmakatha (The Life-story of a Prisoner), Kara-Kavita (Prison-poems) 
Abnkash Chinta (Reflections in Leisure Hours) are intensive 
expressions of not just his love for human beings or for the divinity 
immanent in nature or the reminiscences of the past, but they define 
his political ideologies in clear terms. His poems are flawless fusion 
of a sense of belonging and a deep longing. 


Lines like: 

“ Let my body be crushed and mingle in the soil of my country 
And my countrymen tread on my back, 

Let all the ditches and holes on the roads of my country 

With my flesh and bones be packed.”, (The Life-Story of a 
Prisoner) exhibit a rare kind of patriotic sentiment. 
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Kara Kabita (Prison Poems)-is a compilation of thirteen poems of 
varying lengths covering subjects that range from nationalism, 
reformative political thoughts to sublime spiritual experiences, and 
humanistic philosophy. His mystic-romantic mood that bears a faint 
semblance of Wordsworth-like love for nature is delineated in 
relatively shorter poems like Vishtwara Milan Chitra (United in Love 
— A portrait of Nature) and Bandira Sandhya Bliavana ( The Prisoner's 
musing at the Sunset), as well as in long ones like Bandira Swadesha 
Chinta (The Prisoner Remembers his Homeland). 

What makes Gopabandhu’s poems special is his style, simple and 
lucid, that unfailingly holds in balance the weight his profound and 
sublime thoughts. 


Bandira Swadesha Chinta (The Prisoner Remembers his Motherland) 
is a long poem of one hundred and twenty eight four-liner stanzas 
that expresses the poet's passionate longing to be back in his 
hometown, and a nostalgia for the days of joyful youth he had spent 
in his village. It is in form an address, where the poet implores the 
south-wind of the spring to record the experiences of its visit as it 
journeys from south to north and narrate them before the poet who 
spent lonely days of despair in prison. As the breeze of spring travels 
from the south of Odisha to the north, from Ganjam to Sambalpur, 
the poet’s mind travels with it, conjuring up enchanting images of 
the places the breeze passes by in course of its journey. The poet 
imagines the breeze crossing Manjusha, a princedom in the extreme 
south of Odisha famous for its contribution towards the freedom 
struggle, the mountain of Mahendra, the beautiful lake of Chilka, 
the holy lands of Puri & Sakhigopal, the poet’s very own Satyavadi 
open air, school, the famous temple of Lingaraj, the ruins of the 
famous caves of Khandagiri, the voluptuous Mahanad;i, the remains 
of the fort of Barabati that, even in its state of dilapidation bears 
testimony to the indomitable valour of the Odia kings, the anarchy 
in the Gadjat provinces like Kanika where people lived under 
perpetual terror of the tyrant rulers, to Hirakud, the land of 
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diamonds, and Sambalpur. The readcr is unable to resist the 
compelling invitation of the poet’s imagination and follows it, 
mesmerized. 


Bandira Pitrupaksha Tarpangz (The Prisoner offers oblations to his 
Ancestors ), another long poem of one hundred and twenty eight 
two-liners in this collection, registers the poet’s complaints against 
an oppressive and unfair svstem of governance run mostly by a 
bunch of native bureaucrats who treat the pain and suffering of their 
own countrymen with cruel apathy. He doubts if his forefathers 
would like to descend upon a land, that had once been their own 
but is now defiled by the foreign invaders, to accept the oblations. 
A depressive uncertainty resulting from this doubt disturbs the poet 
and compels him to question the transparency and sanctity of the 
system. 


He wrote: 

“Freedom is an individual’s birth right 

Freedom of speech, and that of moventents, 

Civil liberty, freedom of association 

Are the four pillars on which the society does rest; 


The pillars have crumbled and the society collapsed 
Who is to be held responsible for this? 

It is the bureaucracy that minds the affairs of the state, 
And <s af the helm of the state-politics.” 


Karare Jane Bandliunka Viyoga Shuniba Pore (On Receiving the News 
of a Friend’s Death) is an elegy that laments the death of 
Gopabandhu’s friend and mentor, Dibyasingha Mishra. The poet 
recalls the prime days of his youth he had spent in Mishra’s company, 
and cursed his own fate for not granting him the chance to havea 
last glimpse of his friend. 


The poem Byathita Pranara Antima Ashru (Last Tears of a Grieving 
Heart) is a poem about human relationship founded on innocence 
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and love, but which often gets tainted by the complex issues of life. 
The poet is sceptical aout the enduring value of such relationships 
and questions: 

“Is this life nothing but a desert of despair 

Like a mirage are love and faith 

Why then the man in the name of such love 

Torments himself to death?” 


The poet craves after the highest form of spiritual joy which he 
believes could be attained through a sublimation of spirit, in his 
comparatively smaller, religious poems. One who lives in the holy 
land of Lord Jagannath, Nitya Dhama Neelachal (The Holy Land of 
Neelachala), a God that never discriminates between his devotees 
and looks upon all equally, and utters the name of Hari with 
reverence, is sure to experience the Joy Absolute. The poem, while 
celebrating the glory of an impartial god, advocates in favour of 
eliminating all forms of social inequalities. 


Snehaprava Das 
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Translator’s Note 


It would be unfortunate if the poems of Gopabandhu Das, a poet 
that writes with such strength and conviction and yet with such 
clarity are kept confined within the bounds of one particular 
language and is deprived of a larger readership. Translation of the 
text into other languages perhaps would be a useful method of 
achieving this end. India being a multilingual and multicultural 
country and one of the oldest knowledge-base, is undoubtedly a 
translation area and therefore the translation activity here has been 
going on between different pair of languages for a long time. But a 
translation in English is supposed to be one of the most effective 
means to resurrect the old texts in regional languages The widely 
accepted notion that the role of English as a, to quote Prof. 
Mahajiteswar Das, ‘defacto link language’, and the most convenient 
language of communication, would be a great help in the Indian 
situation and its complex language problems. Besides, translation 
should not be a one-way road from English to Indian languages, 
rather there is a wealth of materials available in different Indian 
languages which also requires greater dissemination in English 
language. By translating from Indian languages to English we can 
remain connected to both the language, at the same time we can 
map a non-English and non-western scenario into English thereby 
helping to stretch and transform it. The focus, now in the era of 
globalisation, therefore, is on translating across Indian languages. 
My objective, while taking up the task of translating Kara-Kavita 
into English, however, was rather to bridge a communication gap 
that has been appallingly getting wider by the day as more and more 
Odia -speaking children of our own state prefer to attend English 
medium schools and get fascinated with the language and literature, 
than locating a space for a literary piece in a marginalised language 
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in the global literature. Only a small percentage of Odia students 
know about the great works in their own mother tongue, and still 
lesser percentage care to read them. A literary text in Odia translated 
into English, I believe, will help to effect a connectivity between 
two dissimilar kind of approaches to the appreciation and 
understanding of literature, and at the same time to assign the text 
a ‘fresh lease of life’. 


The task of translating a literary text in a peripheral language like 
Odia into a metropolitan language like English is obviously a 
challenging one, which becomes more precarious incase of a poem 
to poem translation. 


Rendering a poem in Odia or any other sub-continental language in 
English demands an understanding of the socio-political and cultural 
background the text was written against as well as a discreet 
assessing of the degree of the possibility of its replication in English, 
since the translator here is confronted with the most difficult 
dilemma of prioritizing between the content and the form. The 
translations are dangerously exposed to merciless criticism, of being 
considered as aborted attempts for the simple reason of the two 
languages, in the words of Prof. Subodh Sarkar, ‘being poles apart 
due to a translational void, an emptiness never to be manipulated 
by word for words or a bridge of equivalents’ (Translations and the 
New Mandarins). James Merrill was right to some extent when he 
had expressed his doubts(Lost in Translation, 1974) about retaining 
the aesthetic factors in the source language text that lend a musicality 
to it in another language having not the slightest similarity with it. 
But since translation at present is regarded as ‘a creative work to be 
restricted within the boundary of a given text which has its agenda 
the task of decoding from one language to another’, to quote Prof. 
Subodh Sarkar again, a translator should have a degree of freedom 
to effect certain structural flexibility through stylistic shifts for 
preserving the aesthetic appeal of the original text. 
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The poems here translated in English are just a few of the many that 
illustrate Gopabandhu’s patriotism, his love for his homeland and 
his revolutionary ideologies. It would be unfortunate if the works 
of a poet of Gopabandhu Das'’s stature are kept confined within the 
bounds of a marginal language and are deprived of a larger 
readership and wider recognition. Rendering his poemsin English, 
I think, could be a fruitful attempt to situate the poet in the literary 
world across our country and to gain his text the identity it truly 
deserves, in the global context. Larger hopes apart, an English 
translation of the poems that reflect a rare strength and conviction, 
1 believe, will help to bridge the generation gap and transmit the 
flavour of pure Odia literature into posterity. 


It is quite well known that the procedure of poem to poem translation 
is an intriguing and challenging one and is often viewed sceptically 
particularly by readers well conversant in both the donor as well as 
the receptor language. 


The translator usually discovers himself face to face with a hostile 
reader-critic who is more inclined to detect shortfalls than savouring 
the delight of reading the translated text. The translator's travail is 
multiplied if the source text is set into a rhymed verse pattern as in 
case of sung-texts. Odia, being a tonal language that on certain 
occasions depends more on the rise and fall of the pitch to convey 
the author’s intention than the words, searching for equivalent 
expressions is not of much use to the translator. The effect produced 
by the typical tonalities of a particular language like Odia cannot be 
expected to evoke similar response when an Odia word is replaced 
with an English equivalent. Most of the times it is not easy to select 
a particular word or phrase that could effectively bear and carry 
forth the load of the emotion expressed in the original language. In 
addition to that English and Odia make use of totally dissimilar 
metrical patterns and it is not possible to find or invent an equivalent 
of metrical structure employed by one language system to suit 
another perfectly. An inflexible fidelity to the original text or too 
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much of liberty taken to recast the original in another language 
mould could be precarious and it is eciways wise to strike a 
convenient middle path. A bias-free and unprejudiced reading is 
the only reward the translator can hope for all the pain he or she 
takes. After all a translated text will always be a translated text, it 
could only be an excellent, or mediocre, or substandard translation. 


Fortunately, the ‘Prison Poems’ are pure lyrics and are not set to 
rigid metrical pattern as in sung texts, and therefore are 
comparatively less challenging in nature. Translating Prison-Poems 
has been an engaging as well as delightful exercise, and I hope it 
will prove an equally interesting experience for the readers. 


Snehaprava Das 
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THE HOLY LAND OF NILACHALA 
(Nitya Dhama Nilachala) 


Who may find under the Blue-Wheel 

A shelter of bliss, 

Enthralled at the sight of the Lord's Raasn, 
Begging alms of love, 

The holy name of Hari on his lips? 

Who in the Lord’s land would roam about, 
And in joy absolute breathe his last out? 


It is the one that loves and honours 

Equally the high and the low 

And follows the credo of universal brotherhood, 
Committed to the cause of Humanity 

And strives to do the world some good. 


The one that perpetually pursues, 
Practices and worships the Truth 

In words and deeds is honest and plain 
Who clings to truth unflinchingly 

In moments of pleasure or pain. 


He that rises above the differences 

Of caste and creed, 

Ard sees the same concord in all men, 
Who on this earth, be a man or deity 
Could forbid him admission 

Into the Lord’s Blue-Domain? 


oF FF 
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LAST TEARS OF A GRIEVING HEART 
(Vyathita Pranara Antima Ashru) 


Who would listen to the music that 
The harp of my heart does play, 

Who would listen to the song of my life 
The unheard tale of my woe 
Somewhere buried inside me lay. 


That one friend whom since 

The morning of my life I had held closest to my heart, 
Failed to fathom the depth of my love 

And hurt me rea! hard. 


It was my wish to receive soothing solace 
From the eyes of that friend in my last days, 
But he mistook my honest tears for 

Base and mean pretence. 


The one whose fame and glory 

Makes me feel fortunate, 

And at whose success I feel elated 

For what happiness shall I live on 

If he looks upon my love with distaste. 


Is this life but a desert of despair 
Like the mirage are love and faith, 
Why then man in the name of such love 


Torments himself to death? 


Love knows no regrets, but thrives on only 
Forbearance and forgiveness, 
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True love never despite all his rudeness 
Fro.n the friend turns away its face. 


Is my love a self-deceit, a pretence 
That hides my selfish needs 

Is this the reason for which I suffer 
All this pain and anguish. 


The dark smudges are cleared off my heart 

I have discovered my true self, 

Come o’ soul-mate, scourge hard at my heart 
And the strength of my patience test. 


Your misjudging eyes have lured you to find 
Black-deception in me, 

With venom-free eyes look at your heart in mine 
But curse me not when your real self there you see. 


Your abuses I mind not but painful for me 
Your penitence will be, 

If cursing me will bring you joy 

That cursing will be music to me. 


Love is not the flower that withers in the forest 
But is a serene , endless flow, 

You can’t distance me from yourself since 

My very being is imprisoned in you. 


In this life does not end , and somewhere 

In fhe other world when we meet, 

With unbiased eyes see the words written on my heart 
In the nectar of love they are steeped. 


I have come to know my true self after 
Taking a dip in the stream of love, 


-23- 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


The ripples in my heart singing in joy reach out 
To the plants and buds, the land, the water, and the sky above. 


Be it hundreds of flower-garlands or be it 
The dirt of a thousand abuses, 

These ripples of love accept everything with 
Equal joy and fondness. 


Shunning my ego, I have seen my real self 
And it has brought me a contentment, 

The whiplash of your hatred has increased 
My strength to bear pains great. 


Tight embraces, tender kisses and trickling tears 
Love is manifest through these, 

Angry-red eyes and cruel word express 

Just the feeling opposite. 


I’ve experienced both love and hate 

In a few days with you, 

Many a secret moments of joy and sorrow, 
Smiles and tears, my heart has passed through. 


Twice purged in the flame of your anger 

My heart has learned one thing, 

That these twin emotions are the gifts of love 
From a Loving God to the human being. 


In His land of love there is no trace of evil 
Nothing is ugly, untrue, or unjust, 

My soul-stream perhaps carrying my thoughts 
In the Ocean of Eternity has merged. 


Ht to 
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WHERE ARE YOU ? 
(Kahin Achac) 


The buffeting tides of this mortal world 
Make me shudder in helplessness, 
Where are you O’ Lord of my life 

For once do manifest yourself. 


Dweller of my heart ,are you hiding yourself 
Your image there I can’t see, 

Teach me the ‘mantra’ to appease you to 
Reveal yourself before me. 


Though formless you are omnipresent O’Lord 
In the Vedas, verses, words and everything, 
Iam perplexed whether you are outside me 
Or somewhere inside my very being. 


Just for once put in my eyes that heavenly balm 
Make me see the streak of divine light, 

Let that light illumine my path 

In the darkness of the night. 


HH 
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HE ’‘S GONE! 
(Aha, Chaligale!) 


He came here, but cursed be my eyes 
That didn’t open to see 
What charmed stupor had taken hold of me! 


Playing on his flute rapturous notes 
He had sat by me, 

But I didn’t respond 

When he called me several times 

To awaken and see. 


My prison-cell that was like a blind- well 
His hallowed presence had lit up, 

But it was just for a brief spell 

In the next, the light went off. 


A miracle perhaps had-brought to me... 
A priceless divine gift, 
But alas! My cursed eyes couldn‘t catch 


Even a momentary glimpsé of it!! 
xx 
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OBLATIONS TO THE ANCESTORS 
(Pitrupakhya Tarpana) 


The fortnight has come for offering the forefathers 
Prayers and worship, 

Hence, uttering mantras I offer them oblations 

Of water sprinkled with sesame seeds. 


Following the Vedic practice, first I invoke 
The gods and the great sages, 

Uttering sacred hymns, to my ancestors 

I offer the water-homage. 


Inside the prison- walls 

What more can I do? 

Though I have faith in my act 
I have my nagging doubts too. 


When someone like me serves them food 
Will my forefathers in heaven fondly accept? 
Performing rituals behind the prison-bars 
And held in confinement? 


From the hands of a prisoner like me 
Will they without inhibition eat, 

The simple but fond serving of 
Water and sesame seeds? 


Do the invocations uttered by a prisoner 
And the holy hymns he sings, 


Fill the souls of his forefathers 
With the nectar of peace. 
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A prisoner is believed to be a sullied soul 
Tainted with guilt, 

His obeisance, the homage he offers 

Will his forefathers accept it? 


Are the palm-full of water-offerings I made 
Just an effort wasted, 

The food-offerings of rice and sesame 

Is a feast for the dogs and crows instead? 


Is all my labour futile 

Am I only tilling a rocky plain, 
Arduous preparations inside the prison 
Will they go in vain? 


Doubts and despair make my heart 
Heavy; I feel upset, 

Who would with comforting words 
Put my heart at rest? 


Probing into my soul when I ask 
“If really guilty am 1?” 

“No, No, Not at all” 

Comes the bold reply. 


Neither a murderer , nor a thief 
Nor an offender of the fair-sex I am, 
I have never touched a woman 
Other than my wedded one. 


The feelings of somebody 
Knowingly I have never hurt, 


Nor have I been ever accused 
Of offences any sort. 


-28- 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


For interest selfish never have I wasted 
The water in public canals and ponds, 
From the fields of other people 

I have never carried off the crops. 


Never have { led an agitation 

Or been guilty of breaking the peace, 
Against any clan or community 
Never delivered a provoking speech. 


Envy has never prompted me 
Somebody to condemn, 

How could as a criminal or an offender 
I be treated then? 


They have held me here 

For some crime political, 

I have never held a grudge against the sceptre 
Or never been to the government disloyal. 


Every. day I pray to God 

And beg at His feet, 

To keep the State and its subjects 
In happiness and peace. 


Where has disappeared the ruler’s sense of duty 
I wonder in this sacred morning, 

What is the meaning of sovereignty 

If people die of starvation and'suffering? 


The progeny of Sita and Damayanti 

Are the women-folk of our state, 

What a shame that they are now subject to 
Endless torture and harassment. 
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Lord Rama to gain the love ot his subjects 
Had relinquished everything, 

He had put all his happiness 

Next to his subjects’ wellbeing. 


And sent away his beloved wife 
To spend her days in the forest, 
This is the land where to please 
And fulfil the wish of his subjects- 


-King Sagara without a qualm 

Had exiled Asamanjasa, his eldest born 
To please his people he sacrificed 

His most beloved son. 


If it is true that a king’s prime concern 
Is the subjects’ well being, 

Why then the people here through 
Hardships and suffering? 


The Kshatriya credo demands that a king 
Must his subjects from ail harm protect, 
But if the king is unfair and unjust 

He brings his people’s lives under threat. 


If anarchy prevails in the name of law 
And the system gets corrupt, 

How can, in this glorious land of Bharat 
We say, the rule is fair and just? 


The system must be for the good of people 
Their welfare being the king’s prime mission, 
The wish and opinion of the subjects 

Must form a kingdom’s foundation. 
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Kings here have perpetualiy. followed us ideal 
Since the days old, 

The system of governance of our land, therefore, 
Had been admired all over the. world. 


But the ancient system has been changed 
Under the rule of the present government, 
The machinery of administration today 
By the bureaucracy is operated. 


Where is the ruler here, where are his subjects 
He swears live in peace and happiness; 
Actually this country of ours has turned 

Into just a land of slaves. 


The respect for the people's opinion-.is a pretence 
So too is the concern for fulfilling their wants, 
The government here today is run 

By a bunch of sycophants. 


Freedom is an individual’s birth right 
Freedom of speech, and that of movement, 
Civil liberty, freedom of associations 

Are the four pillars on which society does rest. 


The pillars have crumbled and society collapsed 

Who is to be held responsible for this? 

It is the bureaucracy that minds the affairs of the State 
And at the helm of state politics. 


A shrine of wisdom, spiritualism, and morality, 
A land gods used to sojourn, 

In that Bharat, our holy motherland 

A man now has no right to be born.. 
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This sacred land ot ours where once 

Lived the great Aryan sages, 

Is now stripped of its grandeur, shorn of glory 
By a foreign power subjugated. 


1 know that my forefathers in heaven 
And all the gods and sages there, 
Watching the plight of our motherland 
Are shedding tears of despair. 


How can I accept then 

The supremacy of a foreign race, 
When my ancestors above weep 
Watching such disgrace. 


If it can bring joy and peace to my 
Forefathers’ grieving heart, 

1 shall not count going against the system 
By any means a criminal act. 


A regime that is repressive in nature 

And is not in favour of its subjects, 

Where one country, caught in another’s power -grip 
Is rendered sprit less. 


Thirty million people of Bharat held captive 
Inside that power-band, 

Are living the life of dogs, treated like 
Outcasts in their own homeland. 


An empire where my own country people 
By hunger are oppressed, 

My motherland Bharata in its threshold 
Stands like a servant-maid. 


-32- 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


My forefathers and the sages in heaven 
Disapprove of a system like this, 

Which disregards the noble law of our land 
And favours unfaimess and injustice. 


If a foreign rule is out to abolish 

The sacred system prevailing since the days past, 
To reject it, in my view is not 

At all an unlawful act. 


.Descend unto here all deities of peace 

Welcome here saints all, 

The revered grandfather of the Kauravas, o’ Bhisma 
I offer my oblations to your noble soul. 


The dwellers of the world above, all the ancestors 
Kindly alight here, 

Kindly come down o god Yama and Sarvavasu 

I welcome humbly the wind and the fire. 


Arrive here o’ gods and demigods 

Trees, mountains, oceans, rivers and streams, 
Alight here all angels and holy spirits 

All earthy and areal beings. 


O’ gods and demigods, and demons 
Denizens of the universe whole, 
All good and evil spirits around us 
And all the hallowed souls. 


With humble and sincere recital of mantra 
I invoke you all, 

O my parents and grandparents above 
Kindly arrive here to bless my soul. 
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O’ ethereal beings, pay heed to my prayers 
And accept the water-oblation, 

To the humble submission I now make 
Lend your kind attention. 


Weigh the matter on the ruthless scales of justice 
And answer to my appeal, 

The reason for which on my hands are put 

Cruel hand-cuffs of steel. 


The offence for which I am now 

Put behind the prison walls, 

Decide if the sentence pronounced on me 
Is just and impartial. 


Not I am alone but hundreds of 

Sons and daughters of our nation , 
Have been held in confinement like me 
And suffer great humiliation. 


Many are there who even till today 
Suffer the agony of imprisonment, 
Abandoning atl hopes of peace 

Of comfort and merriment. 


A brutish and blood thirsty race 
A civilization merciless, 

Is out to kill the ones that preach 
The message of non-violence. 


The one whose avowed mission is to 

Show the ambrosia-soaked path of peace, 
To the poisoned minds that always advocate 
For a murderous practice. 
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Gandhi, the worthy son of Bhaata 

Who is an honour for the mankind whole 
An ardent believer in Truth and Sacrifice 
A pious, honest soul. 


For a long time this benevolent soul 

Is now held as a prisoner, 

Deliberate kindly over this and tell me 
Whose fault is it after all. 


Perpetual loyalty to the throne is what 
Our sacred texts advise, 

The king is the representative of God 
Always in his subjects’ eyes. 


If that belief is cruelly belied today. 
By the present rulers of our nation, 
And millions of hearts heave out 
Deep sighs of frustration. 


Who is to be blamed, who is to be held 
Responsible for all these, 

The love that connected the king and his people 
Who had destroyed that bridge. 


The bureaucracy that controls the system 
Is at the root of all un-peace, 

It is because of their policies our people 
Live through agony and anguish. 


For how long the people of Bharata 
Will struggle against the heavy odds, 
They are, after all, normal human beings 
Made of flesh and blood. 
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A system where sycophants are all in all 
And flatterers everywhere dominate, 
People are always tortured and oppressed 
If such men control the affairs of the State. 


The subjects suffer in their hands immensely 
And tyranny is the other name of governance, 
‘To be ruled’ for them means to get crushed 
Under the burden of heavy tax. 


Where deceit is felicitated, hypocrisy too, 
And the wealth is il!-got , 

Where only penury and pain come 

In the common mans lot. 


These are my people, and this is my country’ 
One who feels it deep within, 

And has a sense of duty for mankind 

In the slightest degree even. 


If one protests following peacefully 
The path of non-violence, 

Tell me then why his action 

Is judged as an offence. 


This is the offence Gandhi committed 
And hence is sentenced to imprisonment, 
I too am put behind the bars 

For similar act of protest. 


Many are punished like we are 

Be they saints or men of households, 
Whois to be blamed do tell me kindly 
O’ dwellers of the three worlds. 
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If administration is run by a group of 
Flatterers and selfish men, 

The common mass has to pass through 
A lot of hardships and pain. 


If the interest and demands of the public 
Are ignored by the State, 

In their heart constantly smoulders 

A spark of unrest. 


Fanned by oppression when this flicker 
ls flared into fire one day, 

Chains or the scaffold, arrows or swords 
Nothing can stand on its way. 


When that fire in time rages into a 
Blazing conflagration, 

A hot blast of rebellion begins blowing 
Through all corners of the nation. 


Then there is a rain of blood 

And the earth is flooded with it, 

In the end, before the common man 
The king admits defeat. 


Human civilization is regulated always 
By this age old principle, 

Of such incidents history supplies us 
H:indreds of examples. 


In Bharatat,our land of peace, let not rage 
That flame of violence, 
Let there be no bloodshed, no savagery 


No slaughter of innocence. 
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This is the land where non-violence came to L.fe 
A shrine of prophets and saints, 

This country of ours teaches the world 

Lessons in non-violence. 


To preach that cult of non-violence was 
Gandhiji‘’s avowed mission, 

Soon his message travelled far and wide 
And spread in all directions. 


Inspired by that noble doctrine of 
Nonviolence and peace, 

Millions of men rose to its: call 
Including hermits and ascetics. 


That note of hope rings through the villages and towns 
Across the forests and mountains, 

New hopes, new enthusiasm surge 

In the hearts of millions of men. 


With the invincible weapon of nonviolence 

The power of the sycophants will soon be defeated, 
‘Soon there will be self-governance’ 

Stronger grows the faith. 


Gandhi challenged the bureaucratic supremacy 
With the weapon of non-violence 

Fearing that their power will be at stake, they 
Claimed it as act of offence. 


Everywhere, people of all ages 

Men, women, and kids, 

Carrying the flag of nonviolence 
They marched, the platoons of peace. 
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Since they inspired self confidence in people 
And in the path of struggle led, 

The yes-men of the system pictured them as 
Outlaws and wicked. 


I, too, am accused of similar offence 
And being one among the branded lot, 
Is held here a prisoner; kindly tell me 
Where lies my fault. 


O’ the revered dwellers of heaven 

My forefathers, deities and saints, 

Be kind to accept my offerings of love 
O’ beings all pervasive and omnipresent. 


If my soul with the smudge of crime 
Even a little bit is stained, 

Kindly say so, because 1 feel 
Extremely despondent. 


If I am innocent then be satisfied with my worship 
Cast on me your kind glance, 

With your blessings let my soul 

Be redeemed at once. 


Let me be rid of my human weaknesses 
Let the clouds of doubt dissipate, 

With the celestial light of your blessings 
Le: my heart illuminate. 


I can behold you divine beings all 
In the sky congregated, 
All of you look so anxious and perplexed 


Filled with a pain unsaid. 
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Why don’t you descend unto this place 
Where you are invited, 

Or did you find anything amiss 

In the oblation format I have made. 


What more preparations inside this prison 

For you all I could have made, 

I offer you only the love from the core of my heart 
Do kindly accept. 


It is not proper to perform such rites. 
In an unfamiliar and alien place, 

You for that reason to alight here 
Are unwilling, I guess. 


Watching your progeny, the people of Bharata 
Passing through days of distress, 

Living like strangers in their own home 
Immigrants in their native place. 


Revered by the people of Bharata 

O' our ancestors in heaven, 

I can see tears trickling down your eyes nonstop 
As you behold them in such pain. 


One with a hallowed body-and mind 
Expresses unwillingness as much, 
To accept gifts from somebody 

Unfit even to be touched. 


I can see you extending a reluctant hand 
In a similar fashion, 

To accept my offering of sesame seeds 
And the water-oblation. 
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‘ Tam untouchable, deprived of freedom 
Gripped by a feeling of lowliness, 
An overwhelming sense of dejection fills 
Every moment of my existence. 


I have no right to step on the threshold 
Of the temples you have built, 

Iam nothing but a condemned beggar 
In the kingdom you have established. 


That sacred spot where your mortal bodies 
Have perished into dust, 

The banks of that holy river in which your 
Mortal remains were immersed. 


In that sacred cremation ground, I can’t ever 
Claim a place for myself, 

I roam about like an unwanted dog 

Along the bank of the river Ganges. 


All the children of Bharata regardless of 
Their caste or religious sect, 

Are passing through a similar distress 
And are victims of a similar ill-fate. 


One who lives deprived of his freedom 
In the land of his own ancestors, 

There is nobody as unfortunate as him 
In the entire universe. 


The progeny that can’t claim his right 
Over his forefather’s legacy, 

Is subject to shame and disgrace 

A cursed heir is he. 
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When his forefathers being deprived of 
Everything they had proudly possessed, 

Their freedom, self-respect, and their homeland 
Die ignoble, pathetic death. 


He is the proud descendant, the worthy son 
Who upholds the family’s prestigious name, 
And devotes his life to retrieve 

Its past glory and lost fame. 


Only he can prove himself a worthy heir who 
Rids his forefathers from a sense of misery, 
Makes them happy relieving them from the 
Hellish agony of slavery. 


Greater than the heaven is your mother 
And your motherland as well, 

Sages and bards sang accolades for them 
And told their glorious tale. 


Your descendants do not know such sentiments 

Nor do they have any respect for them, 

Not a grain of patriotism, no regards for the rich antecedents Of a 
race and its glorious name. 


You are perhaps morose and grieved at their 
Callous, indifferent stance, 

Witnessing the proud land of ours subject to 
Humiliation beyond tolerance. 


At whose holy feet my soul seeks repose 

Those revered ancestors, gods and saints, 

I invite you all to accept the offerings of oblations 
Here in this enclosed space. 
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With an insight I am blessed with,-I can have 
A clear view of you all, 

Etched against the sky, grim looking figures 
Lustreless and dull. 


My heart is rent with sorrow, 

Iam gripped in a strange emotion, 

A doubt gnaws at my heart, if of those noble souls 
Tam a true heir and son. 


Their liberal views and independent thoughts 
Had travelled far in all direction, 

The whole world was enlightened with 

The light of their wisdom. 


I hold palms-full of the water available here 

For offering oblations, 

As I perform the rituals the pictures of 

The holy Ganges and Godavari come to my imagination. 


Do these rivers have some spiritual power 
That my soul can consecrate, 

Would their current guide me smoothly 
To my destination ultimate? 


To climb down here from their heavenly abode 
The noble spirits of the universe I invite, 

I offer them palm-full of water as homage 

And perform the due rites. 


I wonder if I can find a space for myself 
In their undefiled world, 

Everywhere I go I have to bear the stab 
Of harsh, humiliating words. 
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The agony of a despair beyond measure 
Torments constantly my heart, 

O’ you noble denizens of heaven 

Aren't you aware of that? 


If you have really the knowledge of what 
Severe pangs do my heart corrode, 

Be merciful and shower blessings on me 
From your heavenly abode. 


There germinated in the heart of Bharnta’s sons 

By virtue of your noble acts, 

A seed of nationalism, the passion for self-governance 
After a long time at last. 


May the holy inspiration come down to us 

From your dominion in heaven, 

Your blessings like nectar from the divine spring 
May upon our cursed lives rain. 


May the celestial beams fall on our Bharata 
And illumine its very soul, 

May from the paradise the soft breeze blow 
To breathe a new life into all. 


The sapling of hope of a self-governed Bharat 
May grow into a huge Wish-Tree, 

New buds may sprout there to brighten its future 
And make it an independent country. 


May the oracles of sages come true for our country 
May there come a change in its fate, 
May all the lives in this sacred land of ours 


Be elated with an.-experience hitherto unfelt. 
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Let the seas ooze sweetened water and let it be 
Carried around by the currents, 

Let the wind carry everywhere 

The fragrance of freedom its joy and exuberance. 


Let all the trees be filled with sweet sap 
And attain healthy growth, 

Let the floors of the earth be carpeted 
By the soft, velvety dust. 


Let all the mornings, evenings and nights 
Be charming in every way, 

A lovely, scarlet sun may shine in the east 
At the onset of each new day. 


May the melodious notes of freedom 
Through the whole universe ring, 
The immortal music of love may fill the hearts. 


Of every animate and inanimate being. 
xt 
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THE PRISONER SUFFERS THE PANGS OF 
PARTING 
(Bandira Viraha Vyatha) 


The season is spring and the day has come to rest, 
Leaving the East behind 
The sun has begun its journey towards the west. 


Grand preparations hence for the farewell are made, 
Across the sky colourful canopies are spread. 


Singing melancholic notes the birds to their nests fly, 
The tree-laced mountain 

Lengthens its shadow down the valley 

As though bowing its goodbye. 


The sun has put a turban of silk and gold 
On the mountain-crest, 

As an emperor winds a turban of honour 
Around the head of his loyal subordinate. 


The sun smiles fondly at the East 
Settled on his throne of the West, 
With the love he feels for the East 
His contours are flushed scarlet. 


To express his love with a fond caress 

A gold hand of light he has stretched towards the East, 
His words of solace, indistinct though 

Are carried there by the soft murmurs of the breeze. 
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‘I shall return soon to you , my love 
Don’t you , therefore, grieve’, 

At these words of love a crimson blush 
Flickers over the East’s chin, 

But the dismal shadow of sorrows 

Lie hidden beneath that crimson gleam. 


A black line of despair too is concealed under 
The enchanting smile of the sun, 

Only the one that has gone through such pangs 
Can trace out that emotion. 


Everyone here, animate or inert 

In the snare of love is caught, 

That is what makes separation from the loved ones 
Ever so difficult. 


Hence this sight of parting of the loved ones 
Hurts deeply the prisoner’s heart, 

At each drop of the eyelid 

Fond memories come flooding fast. 


Kindly O’ sentry, wait a while 

Do not shut the prison door, 

I marvel at the way love influences Nature 
Let me watch some more. 


To the nectar of love is added the poison of parting 
By what a law mysterious, 

A strange gift from God it is 

For ignorant earthlings like us. 


The lotus is so lovely but the serpentine 

Coils itself round its stem 

Why do things of opposite nature exist together 
No one can explain. 
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1 am here in this prison leaving somewhere far 
My own people and place, 

Like some lethal poison is the pain of parting 
Corrodes my heart in this loneliness. 


As I watch such spectacles of Nature that reflect 
The sorrow of a similar kind, 

From the burning pangs that my heart suffers 
A momentary relief it may find. 


Allow me O’ guard to stay outdoors for a while 
Do not be so persistent, 

Is ‘sundown a time to be spent 

In a solitary confinement? 


The afternoon is ripe, behold the sun 
How fast it is travelling westward, 

I wish to saunter a little more time 
In this walled prison-yard. 


1 would better not plead anymore 

And preserving my dignity enter the hole of my cell, 
This prison-guard is as heartless and cruel 

As Lord Yania’s sentinel. 


Lntetelnd 
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PRAYERS AT NIGHTFALL 
(Bandira Sandhya Bhakti) 


He that fights for Truth and Freedom 
Spends his days behind bars, 

It is for him, I believe, to enjoy 

The bliss of the twilight hours. 


That great philosopher and prophet of the West 
Inspired mankind with his noble thought, 

That wise, spiritual thinker to the world 
Lessons in Truth had taught. 


Socrates , that undeterred seeker of Truth 
Undaunted, to the world did preach, 
The doctrine that the soul is immortal 
And is beyond Deaths reach. 


When the cruel Sceptre declared him a traitor 
He was ready the consequence to reap, 
Without complaint to the cup of hemlock 

He touched to his brave lips. 


When this smiling sun bade farewell to the world 
To climb down to his doom, 

There loomed against the sky of Athens 

A dusky picture of gloom. 


‘The end has not yet come, there is still time 
For the sun to set, 

Do not drink O sage’, his pupils begged 
‘Can’t you for a moment wait?’ 
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The woe-stricken disciples begged but 
For the sake of his noble mission, 
Ignoring the urgings of his beloved pupils 
He emptied the cup of poison. 


His deathless soul deserted the corporeal 
Form of the great sage, 

The air around became shrouded with 

A dismal, black haze. 


‘The spirit that never learned to retreat 
Was always bold and fearless, 

And even in Death which could perceive 
The immortality of existence. 


That brave soul in no time left its 

Earthly abode of impermanence, 

In the pages of history are boldly inscribed 
The tale of his heroic nobleness. 


O’ brave Sun —god, you liave witnessed 
Many such tragic incidents, 

You know how hostile is the Crown to those 
That fought for Truth and Independence. 
Isnt brutal torture in the name of running 

A peaceful, effective system, 

A powerful blow on the heads of the ones 
Who uphold the ideals of peace and freedom. 


In many such prisons seers and savants are 
Subjected to assassination, 

Heroes many there pass through hard times 
Crushed under oppression. 
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Many a heart was rent with harsh, cruel words 
And with inhuman treatment, 


To men of angelic nature was meted out 
Barbaric punishment. 


Of such nature you must have seen O’ Sun 
Instances numberless, 

On the face of human civilization they are 
Black spots of disgrace. 


Tell me O Sun-god what was its consequence 
Who had won in the end, 

Whose noble deeds all over the world 

Was finally appreciated? 


Truth has always triumphed in the end 
The flag of Truth has fluttered high, 

The bugle of freedom has echoed around 
And filled the earth and the sky. 


Sovereign powers 

By the all-devouring currents of Time 

Into oblivion have been swept, 

Condemned by posterity, suffered ignominy 
In the pages of history detested. 


O Lord of light, the king of planets 

You have witnessed all this, 

In this auspicious moments of the dusk I offer 
My prayers at your kind feet. 


Now I shall take leave of you and take refuge 
In the solitude of my cell, 
There in my fancy I shall enjoy the breeze of Spring 


And its lovely fragrance inhale. 
bse Kee dededl 
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THE PRISONER REMEMBERS HIS 
“` MOTHERLAND 
(Bandi Ra Swadesh Chinta) 


What a cool south breeze blows outside 

That fills the senses with soft delight, 

A slanting look through the chink of the prison-door 
Brings into view some heart-elating sights. 


The new bud of jasmine smiles coyly 

When the bee wafts its tendrils with love, 

Like a spy the breeze sneaks in through the slit 
Carrying the news from the outside world. 


Its velvety touch comforts my scalding heart 
And brings into mind the days of past, 

Fond memories many race past my eyes 

In a quick flash. 


I recollect how I sauntered along 

The bank of river Bhargavi in my young age, 
Breathing in the cool evening air fraught with 
The fragrance of Punanga and Bakula buds 
Alas! where are those lovely days! 


The ripples along the slim water- line of the river 
When by the wind were waved, 

It looked like her length of wavy hair some village-lass 
Towards the south had stretched. 


When the brides of the village dipped their water-pots 

In the river with a splash, 

The ripples danced in a blue whirl like gleaming sapphire 
And dissolved in a flash. 
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The cowherd boy played on his flute 

As he prodded back the cattle to their sheds, 
Humming the quatrains from the verses of Bhanja 
The traders returned from the market-place. 


After lighting the wick at the temple of Yogeswnri 

The maidens playfully made their way back to their homes, 
Some engaged in mock-quarrels while some others picked 
From the ground the fragrant bakula blossoms. 


A carriage-yoke on his shoulder 

Wherefrom hung gift-baskets 

For his sister’s in-laws a brother strode along the riverside, 
Hurrying his sister at the approach of the evening 
‘Quicken your pace or it'l! be late by the time we arrive’. 


A young mother cradling her baby 

And heavy with youth ambled with lazy steps, 
Her friends enjoyed her discomfiture and 

The fun of her clumsy movements. 


From the branches of the Poonang trees bats hung 

No one knew flocking in from what distance, 

When the breeze rustled through the trees by the river 
The startled maiden flicked around a furtive glance. 


Some village urchins with a mind to fish 

Stood in the water, holding torches 

And into the river baits of cow-dung balls threw, 
Ready to net them in traps of wattle 

As the fishes swarmed through. 
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Screaming their lungs out some boys played ଏ 
In the sandy-stretch by the river-side, 

One playfully hit his friend with a stick 

While another laughed loudly 

Raising his arms in mock-pride. 


The farmer returned with his bullocks and plough 
A cane in hand and a bundle of grass overhead, 
Crooning happily lines from the folk-songs 

As he prodded the butlocks to their shed. 


Climbing down the bank of the river 

A vagrant dweller walked into the village 
Hopefully searching for a shelter for the night, 
He stopped to sit down on the veranda 
Where he heard someone 

Verses from The Bhagabat recite. 


Happy reminiscences of home, 

The greeting of the guests 

The prayers, the rituals and the festivity, 

Why in vain in this cheerless cell of the prison 
They keep coming back to me. 


Kindly knock again at the door of my cell 

O’ sweet ,cool south ~ breeze, 

With the news from the south you have brought 
Sprinkle over my heart 

The soothing potion of peace. 


On your way people of my homeland 

You would have met, 

They must have begged to carry their message 
I can’t wait any more, please let me hear 

The kind words of love they have sent. 
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“You must have met also the fragrant flowers 
And the rock-crowned mountain king 
Robed in green, 

Seeing you the trees must have danced 
Waving their branches cheerful and preened. 


The lush green land and the orchards of Ganjam 
Might have offered you a bounteous gift, 

For the taste, the vision, and the breath and all senses 
It must have been a marvellous treat. 


You would have seen the luscious mangoes 
Wood-apples, pineapples, bananas, coconuts, jackfruits 
Lemons, dates and palms as you came, 

And performed your old ritual-of 

Touching each one of them. 


When the slim-bellied river Rushikulya 

On your way you would have caressed 

O' breeze of spring, 

You might have heard the champus which the people 
By the riverside so melodiously sing. 


Lake Chilka must have awaited you on the way 

To be in your arms how eager she must have been, 
Her blue hair spread out in seductive curls and 
Her hill-high bosom clad in lush green. 


In t'se form of quick ripples when her coy chin 
Your lips would have touched passionately, 


Through her lovely body there must have run 
A throbbing wave of ecstasy and glee. 


-55- 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


Across the forests 

On the sand-patches inside the lake 
Love-waves would have been sent along 
The smooth swish of the breeze, 

The hillock Solari from a distance 

Must have watched the bobbing boats 
And the elated dance of the trees. 


The king-fishers, swallows, storks and swans looked 
Like a bird-studded necklace across her fluid bosom 
As in rows they sailed by, : 

It was as if a picture of a row of white-cranes 
Painted against an azure sky. 


When the fish-eyed Chilka 

To take another look at you had turned on her side, 
You too perhaps:to have a last glimpse of her 
Turned to glance behind. 


And with that one movement unguarded 

Against the mountains have dashed 

Ashamed at that you must have doubled your speed 
And moved away fast. 


Digressed from your route 

To the Lord’s holy land by the sea you might have flown in, 
And with a comforting dip in the ocean 

Purged your soul off all sin. 


You perhaps have sailed smoothly over the sand dunes 
And across the palms and mango trees in the shady glen, 
Entering the temple through the portals on the south 
Prayed at the feet of the Lord of the Blue-mountain. 
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You must have attained great bliss 

Touching the basil at the Lord’s feet to your head, 
And overwhelmed with love and devotion 

The flag on the Blue-wheel you have waved. 


Be kind O’ pious carrier of fragrance 

And give me the happy news 

From my homeland you've brought, 

The Supreme Brahma who sojourns in the blue cavern 
What has He stored in my lot. 


From the sanctum sanctorum The Lord 

Has pronounced on me what special judgement, 
Tell me soon, I can wait no longer 

Not many days of my life are now left. 


Did He say some consoling words 

To kindle hopes in me? 

Do the priests there, the moriks, and the prophets 
Ever talk of the freedom of our country? 


After the ‘darshan’ you might have 

Went round the temple 

Before making a northward move, 

You must have seen 

The hermitage of ‘Sntyavadi’ on your way 

And stopped for a moment by its vines and groves. 


The cuckoo would-have sang melodiously 
A welcoming cadence for you, 


And the'branches of the ‘bakula’ and the ‘tamala’ 
Have danced to its tune too. 
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On reaching the temple of Lord Gopinath 

When you would've sneaked into Krishna's flute 
A soft music must have sprung out of it, 

Sensing the ecstasy of love in both 

You perhaps have made Radhika’s veil flutter a bit. 


When the pair of deities has smiled happily 

A flower off their forms might have dropped down, 
At your gentle touch must have trembled 

The slanted-peacock-plume on the Blue-Lord’s crown. 


The jasmines, the champaks and other blossoms of spring 
Ripples of fragrance in the air might have spread, 

The bakulas and the nalatis, a circle of scent 

Around you must have made. 


Where secretly sojourns the wanderer of Braja 
And the stealer of the Gopis’ hearts, 

What picture of beauty can stand parallel! to that 
It only stands as its own match. 


Where the bowers overflowed with the beauty of Spring 
My holy hermitage, a place like a Heavenly gift, 

Didnt it cross the path of your vision 

Didnt you see it? 


My co-workers there, neighbours and friends 
And all the dear inmates, 

I hope are well and do not suffer 

From the pains of parting and do not look upset. 


The bowers of Satyavadi , the bunches of Chhuriana blossoms 
Learning of your visit to this place, 

The gift of a load of fragrance for me 

Through you must have sent. 
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Crossing past the villages and farmlands 

You would have made a laboured progress northward 
Since heavy with the scent, 

While travelling by the temple of Lord Lingaraj 

You must have rested a while on its crest. 


All -devouring Time has ravaged the excellence 

And the glory of ancient Utkal’s art, 

How must have the sight of its skeleton, the poor remains 
O' breeze, pained your heart! 


Miracles in sculpting, majestic temples 
Time to ground has razed, 

Countless rocks falling down from them 
Huge heaps have made. 


Statues of stones sporting sculpturalexcellence 

Now defaced and with broken limbs, 

Lay scattered at places and are used as bathing stones 
At some river bank or some streams. 


The plough-point sometime digs out from the fields 
Statues, unhurt and undamaged, 

Untouched by the tyranny of Time 

Lifelike, images of beauty and of grace. 


As if a skilled artist with something in his mind 
Has kept the freshly sculpted statues 

Buried under the earth, 

Or, the nymph Menaka has deserted her daughter 
The baby Shakuntala, soon after her birth. 
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The massive walls of royal palaces have crumbled 

And reduced to heaps of dust, Nn 
Lovely tanks and wells, under the wild creepers and shrubs 
Are buried and are lost. 


Who could say how many idols of Lord Shiva 
Being parted from Shakti 

Lie here and there in the wilderness, 

Great arts have gone to decay, what remains is 
A shadow of that glorious heritage. 


Amidst the ravages of art 

The towering temple of Lingaraj 

Stands like a monument of patience and endurance, 
In a morbid cremation ground as if a great ascetic 
Sits in Veerasann, in a trance. 


The mammoth structure, now defaced and dull 
Gazes around in sombre, dispassionate eyes, 
Covered with layers of moss 

It appears to have severed all its worldly ties. 


That magnificent, legendary temple where 

The symbol of Eternity, Lord Shiva has taken seat, 
Humbled by the enormity of its size O’ breeze 
You must have offered your prayers at His feet. 


You could not have stayed there for long 
Watching the pathetic, disfigured remains, 
What heart is hard enough to stand 

Such pictures of sombre decadence. 


Having obtained the Lord’s blessings, O’ breeze 
To further north you’d have moved away, 
Hardly at a distance of a few miles only, seen 
The famous Khandagiri on the way. 
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Long since I haven't seen Khandagiri 

Where history is sketched on the rocks and caves, 
In immortal letters who writes poems on 

Ancient Utkal’s glory in solemn silence. 


I remember how in my early youth 

Driven by the passion for Beauty I! had visited it, 
And seeing an eyeful of the splendorous art 

Sat brooding at its feet. 


In vessel of fancy drifting against the currents of Time 
1 discovered brilliant pictures of rare artistic skill, 
Pictures which havent found a place in history 

Nor were ever painted by the poet’s quill. 


Time has wiped out from the canvass of memory 
Pictures of Kalinga’s rich past, 

The deeds of glory of Emperor Kharavela 

The splendid sculptures and art. 


On the stonewalls are carved battle-arrays, 

And legions, and soldiers sounding bugles of war, 

The pictures of the secret meetings of the King’s council 
And of an envoy that stood reporting to His Majesty 
The news of victory from the lands located far. 


Jain monks sitting in groups in the forest 
Discussing Truth and Righteousness, 

Or, for the wellbeing of men, in voice grave 
Preaching the doctriné of non-violence. 


Hundreds of sculptor relentlessly chiselling 
Designs on the stones in the lonely caves, 

In the secret chamber of the Emperor stood a spy 
Giving him the news of the State. 
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In tne imagination appear many such images 
On Khandagiri’s rock-face etched, 

The dilapidated, hoary hill of Khandagiri stands 
Looking grim and indifferent. 


In the tides of Time like water-bubbles 
Had dissolved Kalinga’s fame, 
The sons of Kalinga have forgotten now 
It rich past and its great name. 


Yet the hilt facing firmly the challenge of Time 
Preserves the rich heritage, 

The Queens’-wing of the palace, though in ruins 
Still stands as a testimony to the rich, ancient days. 


From top to bottom on the rocks were designed 

Palaces, porches, shrines and streets, 

But now a dense growth of weeds have blocked the paths 
And the place has become a home of wild beasts. 


The ochre-robed monks at the foothills tell 
Tales mysterious and strange, 

Even now there live many sages and wizards 
In the dark bowel of the caves. 


In the depth of the night 

The sound of their chanting 

Reverberate in the silence, 

To prove their words they produce before the listeners 
Old, worn out wooden-sandals as evidence. 


‘I've heard with my own ears’, they boldly claim 
Watching the disbelief in the listener’s eyes, 

Could be so since the things that occur in the outer world 
Reflect only those ‘truths’ we surmise. 
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Khandagiri must have greeted you with respect O’ breeze 
‘Since you were its guest, 

You would have roamed unhindered-through its 

Caves, valleys, and the forests. 


Hearing the swishing sound of your approach 

As through the valleys and caves you passed through, 
They must have sung an accolade for our land 
Joining their voices with you. 


The happy memories though double the pain 
Arising at the sight of the decayed Art, 

The music in the air somehow helps to sooth 
The burning pangs of the heart. 


Tell me O’ breeze did you see the saintly spirits 
Roaming there away from the eyes of mortal beings? 
From the hilltop the music of whose deathless hymns 
Trail down incessantly like a sacred spring. 


Let the melody from that far-off land enter my ear 
O' south wind, come, touch my prison-door, 

Let the music of my heart merge in that 

And the cords of the harp of my heart quiver. 


What other places did you visit O’ vernal breeze 
Tell me without pretending, 

Dont you know to someone in exile what solace 
The news from his homeland brings. 


Crossing Khandagiri you’d have started afresh 
Your journey across the open sky, 

Did Cuttack or the Malianadi , 

Enchanting in her blue-water attire 

Stop you as you passed them by. 
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Youd not have ignored the invitation though 
Feigned that you were in a haste, 

While taking leave off the loved ones even the 
Most punctual becomes a little late. 


Her bosom would have swelled at your touch, and 

Her necklace of ripples dangled to and fro, 

The Khari bushes on the sandy bank, watching it must have 
Smiled in mischief casting their glance low. 


The sad plight of Barabati you sure would have seen 
And how painful it must be, 

To watch the fort where once warriors sojourned 
Turned to a grave of that spirit of gallantry. 


In his nine-storied castle as he set out to fight a battle 
A king to his queen bid farewell, in those old days, 
Carrying the cool mist from the river you had 
Sprayed on queen’s sweat-soaked forehead. 


Those drops of the nectar of love, from her moon-face 
Descended to her eyes, 

Not to let the pearl beads to fall down, O’ wind 

You had fondly fanned them to dry. 


“The king returns to the palace winning a victory”, 
When such an announcement was made, 

The brave royal ladies, to honour their king came out 
Carrying on platters offerings and homage. 


The air throbbed as the bugles and trumpets sounded 
And the conches were blown loud, 


The flag of victory fluttered against the sky and you carried 
The cry of triumph alt around. 
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You made the flame of the lamp on the platter flicker 
And pulled a maiden’s veil off her faf¢ | 

Elated within though in mock anger she reproached you 
At your impertinence. 


To play those naughty roles in Barabati in its heyday 
How happy you:must have been, 

But puzzled at the sight of the fort today wondered 
If it was a reality ora dream. 


The palace nine-floored and the aura of grandeur 

The triumphant beat of war-drums and the flag of victory, 
The gallant rulers of Utkal , worthy of all the eulogy 

Sung in the heroic poetry. 


As one stands at the Fort today 

A pageant of memories across the vision flashes past, 
But the images are caught no longer 

Nor does the lotus at the loud echoes quivers 

In the pool of his heart. 


In the passage of Time the camphor may get volatized 
But the muslin holds back its essence, 

What heart, seeing the muslin crumpled to dust 
Could be bold enough to keep patience. 


The huge mounds of earth, the dreary, arid fields 
The grave of the valour of an ancient race, 
Watching those O’ south breeze, with a heavy heart 
You‘d have saluted the heroes of bygone days. 


With tear-filled eyes the blue-moss on its top 
With sad lips you might have touched, 

And imagined how at the mighty blow of Time 
Royal dynasties were levelled down to dust. 
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Even a dust-particle of that land where great souls lay 
One who regards with reverence, 

That noble character to the posterity teaches 

A lesson in nobleness. 


Entering in an instant that land of black tyranny 
To all corners you‘d have spread, 

With scorching gusts 

Assailing the rocks, valleys and glens 

You‘d have set fire to the forests. 


The subjects there, f-ightened and oppressed 

Offer gifts daily to tie king, 

No voice to protest, no right over their own lives even 
Not a claim over anything. 


Fortune never smiled on.that royal clan since 
None of its kings earned even a small virtue 
Through noble deeds worthy of praise, 

The power-drunk rulers turned blind to the truth 
And in luxury spent their days. 


In the forests rages wildfire in summer 

But round the year the flame of poverty 
Rages in the homes of the subjects, 

Animals always could leave for other habitats 
But the people are with no choice left. 


There, at the mountain-foot unhindered flows 
Crystal —clear water in the streams, 


The glistening river like a string of diamond 
Around the neck of the forest gleams. 
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Where the cuckoos, parrots, mynahs and the sand-swans 
Everyday fill the air with pleasant music, 

And the forests laden with fruits and flowers 

Fill the mind with a rare bliss. 


Black bucks roam happy and fearless 

In the forest along the bank of the stream 
Humming, the bees hover over the white-lotus 
Upon which tremulous water-drops gleam. 


Leaning on the Sal trees and the deodars 

The creepers of jasmines, fragrant and sacred, 
Like efficient mistresses of happy households 
Comfort the way-farers, offering cool shade. 


Where the crop-laden fields clad in green 

Wear a perpetual smile on their face, 

Cast ina human mould where Nature as it were 
Reflect man’s inbred innocence. 


A pristine land, Goddess Lakshmi’s abode 

Which Nature’s picturesque contour displays, 
Where all are equal, none i§ a master or a servant, 
A hallowed, heavenly place. 


From one forest to another, from cave to cave 

You‘d have roamed there unimpeded, 

Stuffy and seething at some places, cool and gentle 

On the other, and at sometime as a torrid-tornado raged. 


Whirling the leaves and hays, dust and sand 
High up into the sky, 

Enjoying the sport, towards further north 
You might’ve turned a curious eye. 
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Did you find how the subjects spent their days 
There, under a tyrant king, 

Still suffering punishments, paying penalties 
Or, is there a new awakening? 


Does the farmer that grows crops 

In his own land facing the challenge 

Of changing seasons through the year, 

Eat in contentment with his wife and children 
And lives without any fear? 


Is there a king who thinks for a moment 
“My own children ere my subjects, 
Their welfare is the vow of my life 
Could bring me honour and happiness”. 


The king is not a hawk, nor his subjects are doves 
Without the subjects what is a king indeed, 

They are the water- drops that 

Form the sea of the kingdom 

The king is just the current that runs across it. 


The melody of the beautiful ‘Santal maiden’s song 
You’‘d have carried in all directions 

Did you smell the flower-wine, clean and sweet 
The forest-dweller’s favourite addiction. 


Tell me O’ carrier of scent, in the simple forest-dweller’s heart 
Is there some fervour or enthusiasm, 
Does Nature, furious at times and gentle on others 

Whispers to them Freedom’s magic-hymns. 


-68- 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


Over those mountain-peaks 

Where settle Freedom and Valour 
Haven't you hovered O’ south breeze, 
Have you noted where 

In the darkness of the mountain caves 
The flame of Freedom is kept concealed. 


To all corners of that dark, lawless domain 
Your waves would have swept in, 

Gliding along them, palm-full of flowers 
To you have offered the damsels of green. 


Travelling long distances in difficult routes 
Must have made you exhausted, 

The heat of the forest-fire, 

Terrible and beyond tolerance 

Would have added to your tiredness. 


Desperate, you’d have entered 

The hill-hipped Mahanadi to escape the unbearable heat, 
The river must have swelled as you did so and 

Waves of ecstasy must have rushed through it. 


Taking twisted courses and spiralling through 
Many a perilous mountain-pass, 

You‘d have arrived at ‘Hirakud’ in the west 
Having covered some difficult distance. 


T*e treasure-trove of Sambalpur, a lovely isle in the river 
Famous for its rare quality diamond, 


Those that made their way to the 
Trade-centres of jewels in ancient Rome. 


-69- 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


All its resources exhausted, its repute gone 
Hirakud is now an abandoned, dreary place, 
Where the fisherman’s daughter hums 

A line at times from forgotten lore of glory 
As she callously counts the waves. 


A sacred, green altar of worship in river Mahanadi 
A charming portrait of a beauty rare 

To enjoy a small , enchanting moment 

You would have stopped still there. 


Did you enter the town of Sambalpur O’ breeze 
Carrying from the river the cool mist, 

Your touch must have brought great relief to the people 
Oppressed by the Summer-heat. 


Sambalpur, that had once upheld 

The glory of our language 

An eulogy for it Utkal will forever sing, 

A place I’m so fond of, tell me how my friends are there 
Let me have the news of their wellbeing. 


Whether in indigenous or in foreign apparel 
They look beautiful and fresh, 

The maidens of that land, 

Having fingers like champak-buds 

And a sweet, smiling face. 


The water of Mahanadi 

And the wind that swishes over the mountains by it 
Have served the brave sons of Sambalpur 

Without resentment, 

I know for sure the town will stand firmly 

By us in the freedom movement. 
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The news of the wellbeing of my beloved Sambalpur 
O’' breeze kindly tell, 

The sacred mist from Mahanadi 

regarded as the Ganges of Utkal 

Bring to the door of my dingy prison-cell. 


Like some soothing balm the news of my friends 

On my scalding heart would act, 

Since you flow with the noble aim to comfort the world 
I have been waiting, my gaze fixed on your path. 


How at your touch 

The branches of the trees swing gladly 

Through the barred door I can see, 

What offence of mine you consider so grave 
That you don’t take even the slightest pity on me. 


Since I am a prisoner do you look down upon me 

But it’s not possible that you would discriminate, 

O' life-breath of the cosmos, you look upon all equally 
Rising above the feelings of displeasure and distaste. 


Cruel society may cast someone away 

But of Nature’s love he would never deprived be, 
Like others he too has a claim over the sky and the air 
The sun and moon, the fruits and flowers 

And al! Nature’s Beauty. 


A king may discriminate but Nature looks upon 
All with an equal eye, 


O salubrious-wind, touch my burning heart 
And cool it as you fragrantly flow by. 
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You that breathe life into the Universe 

And move unbridled and free, 

I always sing an accolade for you, just come in 
Through this prison hole 

And with your touch revive me. 


You have travelled through many holy lands 
Touching my forehead pass on the blessing to me, 
Let that sacred touch dispel all gloom 


And from all fear and weakness make me free. 
© H+ 
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THE PRISONER’S MUSING AT THE SUNSET 
(Bandira Sandhya Bhabana) 


The first star of the evening has come up 
Now in the sky of twilight, 

It sheds its feeble light down from 

That dusky, eastern height. 


High up there in the far off sky 

It blinks at the earth in glee, 

I feel as if hiding on the other side of the wall 
The star peeps at me. 


As I watch memories flash past my mind 
As a pageant of Beauty, 

Like foamy tides surging and sailing 
Across the blue sea. 


One chasing another engaged merrily 

In an endless sport, 

To dash and break upon the starlit beach 
With a tireless effort. 


Its blue expanse stretches before the eye 

To reach out to the horizon, 

A thick and long growth of trees borders its base 
Like a length of green ribbon. 


The fishermen return, their fishing boats 
Filled with the day’s catch, 

On the shore their children sing loudly 
As they happily watch. 
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To reach the fishing boats riding on the waves 
Some boys leap into the water, 

To hold the hands of their fathers and 
Welcome them to the shore. 


Flocks of birds, in rows, over the sea 
Happily homeward fly, 

Flapping their wings, twittering in joy 
Their warbles filling the sky. 


One of the birds cut off from the group flies 
Perhaps it has lost its way, 

Frightened and frantic, looking for its home 
How fast is it flying away. 


Perhaps on the peak of Kinnari hill 

In some tree it has its nest, 

There with her little ones in the night 
It intends to take rest. 


The branches of bakula and tanialn of the 
Secret Brindavan having deserted, 
Gliding over the hills of Chadhei pari 
The flock of birds must have left. 


The bowers of the secret Brindavan would not 
Have been noisy any more, 

The glossy petals of flowers now withered 
Would be dropping on its green floor. 


From the distant ridges of the Kinnari hill 
The light of forest fire could be seen, 


The picture of the mountain Varunei 
To the mind it brings in. 
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In the jungles of the Varunei now there 
A wild fire would have raged, 

Its flames having burnt the branches 
Through the forest might have spread. 


The knots of the clumps of dry bamboo 

Must be crackling nonstop 

As they come into its burning grip, 

A wild gust must be rushing through the jungle 
Spreading around the heat. 


At the force of the rushing gust of wind 
Hundreds of flames would be rising, 
Vermilion-flames, rolling their bloody tongues 
Ready to lick away everything. 


From those raging flames millions of sparks 
Would be flying up into the sky, 

The burnt down branches falling from the trees 
Would be lying scattered nearby. 


The forest would have been brilliantly lit 

In that cruel blaze, 

The water in the fountain of Devipada must have 
Caughtits dazzling glaze. 


The forest floor must be seething with the 
Heat from the burning grass, 

Flocks of deer and hares running for their lives 
On the smouldering tracks. 


Stopping to breathe at a plain far away 

From the mountain-feet, 

Now in that ruins, which was 

Once the inner wing of a palace where the queens lived. 
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The dilapidated palace stood there like 
Freedom’s dying flame, 

In the dim sky of Utkal which had burnt feebly 
etore the final darkness came. 


That lamp is doused, darkness has swallowed 
{i~ grandeur and elegance, 

1 he ruins are now blanketed with shrubs 
Weeds and wild grass. 


But why do I in this dark prison-cell 
Think of that darkness and doom, 
As I do so my heart is plunged in 

A sea of despair and gloom. 


When that faint flicker of glory goes off 
Without leaving a trace, 

What heart can bear the shock 

And which man of blood and flesh. 


Around the palace-pond 

The spirit of Jnyi Rajguru would be wandering alone, 
Watching the fall of that majestic structure 
Breathing out sighs of frustration. 


Intoning feebly notes of nostalgia at the sight 
Of the dilapidated palace, 

Sitting dejected, fixing no one knows 

At what its vacant gaze. 


In this dingy hole there echoes now 
The loud ringing of the prison bell, 


All the prisoners are now confined in their 
Own, morbid cells. 
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The guard calls out the numbers of each cell 
After the bell has stopped ringing, 

The charade of roll-call will continue here 
Late into the evening. 


In the Lord’s abode in the Blue-Mountain now 

The evening worship would have started, 

The temple premises would have been filled with the 
Jingling of bells, and blowing of trumpets. 


Some would be meditating, some praying 

Some others chanting the Lord’s name, 

To the tunes of the cymbals and drum-beats, filling 
The air with spiritual excitement. 


In the prayer-cottages of the villages of Utkal 
In these auspicious hours of the evening, 

The couplets from the holy Bhagavnta someone 
Must be loudly reciting. 


Why in this lonely hole do I think about the 
Activities going on outside, 

Better if I meditate in these lonely moments 
Or prayer-songs recite. 


Doesn't the omnipresent God live everywhere 
And emanate in all elements, 

Focussing my mind on His Lotus feet 

I may for my soul seek a little rest. 


In my heart I shall ring the prayer-bell 
Isn’t my heart too is God's seat, 


Lighting a lamp there I shall say my prayer 
Strewing flowers of devotion at His feet. 
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Hes the guiding polestar of my life 

Now veiled under a dismal darkness, 

His blessings would tum the agony of this life 
Into the joy of a pilgrimage. 


He is my friend, my brother, 

My master too is He 

Always present by my side, 

My soul under His benign shelter, I shall 
Spend this lonely night. 


ttt oF 
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ON RECEIVING THE NEWS OF A FRIEND'S 
DEATH 


(Kara Re Jane Bandhunka Biyoga Varta Shuniba Pore) 
(An Elegy written on the death of Gopabandhu’s 
mentor & friend Divyasingha Mishra) 


Sitting by you in the early days of youth 

I had received from you 

The light of wisdom, 

At the news of your death all the memories 
Of those days left behind 

To my mind flooding come. 


I know Fate had never favoured you 
In what trouble and hardship 

Your days you have spent, 

Always fought the adversities of life 
Never lived in peace, or enjoyed 
Your life even for a moment. 


I have always seen a spark in you 
With the slightest touch of the wind 
It could have been a raging flare, 
But it just smouldered and died 
Your life was melted away 

With your hot breaths of despair. 


You had trusted me deeply, and 

In your heart had harboured 

A great love for me, always, 

On learning that I was sent here 

To this distant prison, you must have been 
Deeply hurt in your last days. 
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Frememberthe day I was sentenced 

To imprisonment, with tear filled eyes 

You stood at the door of the courtroom, 

Joining my palms I conveyed my regards to you 
And you blessed me, 

Your face pale under the shadow of gloom. 


Returning I would have paid you 

My respects again, and my experiences here 
Before you have narrated, 

Cruel fate had touched my wound 

With a caustic hand, by bringing in 

This tragedy unexpected. 


If so it would be, let the cruellest 

Form of sorrow come in my lot 

I have made my heart harder than stone, 
Turning my eyes off my family 

And my dearest friends, on the day I - 
Stepped into this dungeon. 


You have always commended my actions 
When I suffered you suffered with me 

Like I was someone of your own, 

On your last journey to the grave I was 
Not there with you, the burden of this guilt 
Lifelong I shall carry on. 


Many such sorrows lie buried within me 

The pangs of parting have been a part of my life 
Since my days of childhood, 

Tears swim in my eyes and my whole body 
Feels numb and lifeless as 

Over those experiences I brood. 
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In my innocent infancy I haven’t seen my mother 
My father, my wife, and my son 

One after another has parted from me, 

The loss has thrust me into 

A vast ocean of grief, its whip has scourged 

My heart mercilessly. 


The sword of hard fate sharpened with 

The poisonous file of the pangs of parting 

Has repeatedly stabbed my heart 

With its unpitying blade, 

Like the folds on a fluttering flag it has formed 
Creases of pain on my forehead. i 


Though young in years 

I have gathered experiences a lot 

And no longer by the luxury of fancy deluded, 
With disillusioned eyes I watch 

The stark realities of life 

As it ceaselessly journeys ahead. 


Like the strands of straw floating in the ocean 
For a brief moment come together, 

Parents, wife and sons make a family 

And a home in this impermanent world 

But by the fierce currents of Time are soon 
Swept away far from one another. 


Isithis what Love comes to in the end 

Is it in the endlessly surging tides of Time 
Inithe tiny meeting place of this world 

A union only for a moment, 

How futile then is the pursuit of Love, how vain 
Are the efforts to attain Love's fulfilment. 
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After that brief meéting the strands of straw 
Moving away from each other 

If travel in the eternal cosmic path, 

Who can say they will not 

Come across each other again, because to sever. 
The bond of Love is not an easy task. 


The ties of Love do not burn to ashes in the pyre 
Neither the cremation ground 
Is life's final destination, 
‘There is sure to be a reunion sometime, somewhere 
Then the souls will attain fulfilment 
And will be blessed with a total illumination. 


Joys of life, and agonies of death I take 

In equal spirit, hence sorrows and joys are 

Like my twin companions, equally loved, 

I accept the prosperities and the adversities of life 
With equal respect, as auspicious gifts 

From an auspicious God. 


With that Faith I see this prison as my 

Sacred hermitage; the pangs of dear-departed 
Is like a strange awakening, 

1 realise that death is drawing near - 

And my work is still not finished 


I am yet to do some more things. 
PE a 
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SHOW YOURSELF JUST ONCE 
(Dekha Diya Bare) 


All around me there is a dismal darkness 
Life weighs heavy on me, 

The quick breaths of despair like violent 
Gusts of a storm, get unleashed 

Where shall I seek the remedy? 


Where is that nectar-seeped garland: 

That hung upon my heart - 

Where has disappeared the life-spring? 
Show yourself once, see how wretched I feel 
In the darkness that engulfs everything. 


Touch the sacred dust of your feet to my head 
Run your soothing fingers over me 

And restore my Faith, 

Let my heart surge hearing you play on the harp 
The tune that conquers the fear of death. 


I have not lost my consciousness completely 

I need your love and care 

Cast a sidelong glance of love in my direction, 
Let that revive my sinking hope and calm down 
My distress with fond consolation. 


Let me hear the sweet, enchanting tunes 
Played on your flute 

Let my whole being throb in ecstasy, 
While I am still in my senses 

Find out an instant cure for me. 
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Let my soul that knows nothing but pain 

Feel at rest hearing that tune 

Even if it is sad and melancholic, 

My joys and sorrows I have equally loved 

My time is running out, make haste to play the music. 


aka 
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IS THIS WHAT LOVE COMES TO? 
(Prema ra ki ehi parinama) 


Two hearts in budding youth 
Brimming with passion, 

Merged in each other as water in water 
Leaving no trace of separation. 


In the tender youth in both the hearts 
The passion grew still stronger, 
Unbearable it was, even for a moment 
To keep away from each other. 


Be it eating, or sleeping, or studying or 
Taking a quick bath, 

Singing, meditating, smiling 

Weeping, or chatting 

Whatever may be the act. 


Though two, whatever they did every moment 
They.did in perfect unison, 

Two physical forms functioning alike as if 

By a single machine were run. 


If the heart of one is hurt in any manner 
And suffers the burning pangs, 
Experiencing a pain similar tears roll down 
The eyes of the other at once. 


They were two mortal forms, but one spirit 
In both the bodies dwelt, 


On the string of both the hearts in perfect harmony 
A single note was played. 
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Never had it occurrect to any one 

Even in a dream, 

There could be a tiny puncture at sometime 
On those magic strings. I 


In no time the lyre playing melodious tunes 
Was broken into two, 

No longer the magic notes, no rhythmic tune 
No melody came through. 


Their love was like a vast ocean of milk 

But no one was aware, 

How selfishness like an acid-drop was formed 
That turned the sweet milk sour. 


Somewhere hidden in the mountain there lay 
Under the lush green veil, 

Hard as lightning-bolt, able to pierce a rock 
A fatal-pointed shrapnel. 


The mountain-peak was blown apart, 

The lightning struck with such diabolic force, 
Miles and miles away from each other 

Both the parts were flung across. 


In the chasm that was made this way 
Cascaded down a torrential water-fall 
Would ever the two parts come together 
To the old days of love recall: 


Does life always take a strange course as this 
In this world of mortal beings, 

The love we humans harbour for each other 
Is just an ephemeral thing. 
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In the path of life strewn with thorns 
Love is like a garden of flower, 

In this arid desert, an oasis is love, 

Is as reviving as a fresh shower. 


In this mortal life of ours love is but 

A deathless experience, 

A flow of ambrosia trailing from the heaven 
In this world of impermanence. 


Are the eulogies that celebrate Love's glory 
Just the poet's fancy and nothing else, 

Is Love a pretence, a feigned emotion 

That cloaks base selfishness? 


Love is born in the prime days of youth 
When one heart in another merges, 
What happens as one grows in age 
What brings in such consequences? 


A passion natural that sweeps across the heart 
In the tender, youthful days, 

If by an elderly mind is demeaned 

As an immature, foolish craze, 


Where then the different phases of life 

Have a harmony about them, 

Is this life only a child’s sport 

And is love something meaningless and vain? 


Shame on old age, shame on its wisdom 
Shame on its judiciousness, N 
That destroys the feelings of love in man 
And kills the natural innocence. 
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How strange is it that one whose emotion is 
Steeped in pride and selfishness, 

On the chords of his defiled heart 

The serene notes of love he plays. 


One from whose heart love flows far to 
Take the world under its sway, 

His love for the one closest to his heart 
In the fire of envy is burnt away. 


Childhood knows no selfish motive 

Is easy and innocent, 

A time for fluid, unbridled movements 
Is the tender adolescence. 


The budding youth explores the world of love 
And bubbles with excitement, 

How nice had it been if human life 

Ended at this point. 


Will the two loving hearts remain always 
Miles away from each other, | 
Will the water in the bottomless depth 
Of the ocean keep flowing forever? 


Will not with the heat of the sun the water 
Of the ocean will evaporate, 

The cold of the winter under the icy-mantle 
Will not further precipitate. 


The cool moon in the clear sky of Autumn 
And its soothing beams, 
The sweet soft breeze blowing from the south 
Heralding the approach of Spring. 
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Cant such soothing balms of Nature 
Heal the wound of the heart, 

Will not the lovers dream together ever 
And together plan and act? 


Will not the ugly scar on the heart 
Never be erased, 

Will not there surge any more 
The passion ofthe early days. 


One reclined happily resting the head 
On the loved one’s chest, 

Raising curious eyes from time to time 
Looked fondly at the other’s face. 


All those tales that could not be told, and 
In the bottom of the heart lie in a heap, 
In their private moments of togetherness 
Wont ever they rise to reach the lips? 


If the two hearts in love come together again 
And look at each other's face, 

Won't the pent up tears gush down the eyes 
Breaking open the heart’s flood-gate. 


‘Even if you decide so I won't let you part 

From me even for a moment’, 

Not in words but in the language the eyes speak 
Won't they make such a commitment. 


In silent voice, eloquent with emotion 
Will not they speak out their hearts, 

In that moment of ecstasy won't one take 
The other in a fond embrace. 
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Love, at that moment, will glow in their‘heart 
“Its radiance will dispel all gloom, 

In the pool of the heart twin lotus buds 
Cheerfully will bloom. 


Most sweet is the love that wells in the heart 
After a long, long separation, 
Isn't it true that when Winter departs 


Fresh twigs to the plants come? 
FFF 
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UNITED IN LOVE — A PORTRAIT OF NATURE 
(Viswa ra Milana Chitra) 


How far below in the lake the lotus blooms 

The sun shines at what height, 

But the moment it rises the sun caresses the lotus 
Stretching out its hands of light.) 


The moon gleams in the far off sky 

Down below is the expanse of the blue sea, 
At the nectar-steeped touch of its beams 
How the tides dance in glee. 


The wind travels. in its unending aeria! route 

But never forgets its love for the caves, 

Never caring for what time it is, what day or season 
It kisses the mountains rocky face. 


The cloud lovingly holds close to its heart 

The dazzling lightning-spark, 

The later too, in the ecstasy of love again and again 
Kisses the cloud, though the cloud is dark. 


The tall tree extending its branch-arms holds 

The tender creeper in a loving grip, 

The creeper too never, parts company with the tree 
And kisses it all over with a hundred lips. 


The crystal stream locking the mountain’s body in her own 
Kisses its rocky chest, 


Like a garland the mountain wears its gushing fall 
Uncomplainingly bears its weight. 
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Covering a long, difficult distance as it merges in the sea 
The river swells in delight, 

Kissing, when the sea takes her in its huge arms 

The river is lost out of sight. 


Ignoring its own status in the madness of love 
The sea kisses the feet of the beach, 
Embarrassed, the beach implores the sea not to 
And this love-game is played on without cease. 


Strange gestures of love are seen in this strange world 
The hard rock is kissed by the hard iron, 

The acts of love like kissing and embracing 

Can melt a heart of stone. 


But my world is empty, so is my home 

Kisses, embraces are distant dreams to me, 

Who will give and receive the nectar of love, my life 
Will end with my silent cries of agony. 


Will never the ambrosia of love come in my share 
Will the whole earth remain a desert, 

Embrace or kisses will never inspire me 

Or sprinkle the divine bliss upon my heart. 


But there is He, the Truth, Eternity, and Beauty 

To steer us to the right path and the soul to redeem, 
Spreading a mattress of flower on the bedstead of my heart 
Eagerly I keep waiting for Him. 


If I see my Lord for once, I shall never leave Him 

And tightly clutch‘His arms, 

Hold him to my heart, kiss him to my heart's content 

My thirst will quench, and the pain will go at once.) 
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As the river mingles in the ocean in love 

To the tree the creepers cling, 

The cascading stream is the waist-band of the mountain 
Across the black clouds sports the lightning. 


As the lotus smiles at the touch of the sunlight 

The waves dance when the moon shines above, 
Surrendering my soul at the Lord’s feet I shall dance 
Experiencing the joy absolute of the cosmic love. 


The mountain, the sea, the river 

Will touch me with love 

So will the moon and the sun, 

Floating in the flood of my love this world 


To a storehouse of love will turn. 
HF 
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GLOSSARY 


Asamanjasa — The eldest son of King Sagara 

Bakula— A flowering tree 

Barabati~— The famous fort of Barabati at Cuttack 

Bhagavata— Srimad Bhagavata, a sacred text of the Hindus 
Bharata—modern India 

Braja—Brindavana (modern Varanasi where Lord Krishna is 
believed to have spent his childhood) 

Chadheipari—A hill (in the lake ofChilka?) 

Champu—A four liner metrical stanza 

Chhuriana —shrub like plants that grow small red flowers 
Chilika— Asia’s famous backwater estuary Lake 

Cuttack — a famous old city-ancient capital of Odisha 
Damayanti- Queen of King Nala( mythology) 

Darshan —To have a glimpse of the Deity in a temple 
Ganjam — District in South-Odisha 

(The)Ganges— Famous holy river in North India 

Godavari —Holy river of South India 

Gopi—Milk-maids of Vrindavan 

(Lord) Gopinath—Lord Krishna (In Sakhigopal, dist-Khurda?) 
Hari—Lord Vishnu 

Hirakud— A town in western Odisha 

Jai Rajguru—the famous war-hero of Khurda 

Kalinga —modern Odisha 
- Khandagairi— Caves at Bhubaneswar famous for its rock-edicts. 
Kharavela—the great warrior-king who ruled over Kalinga in 1* 
Century BC. 

Khari—flowering shrubs that grow in clumps in sandy riversides 
Kinnari—A hill (in Chilka?) 

Lakshmi —The goddess of wealth and prosperity 
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(Lord)Lingaraj— Lord Shiva ( at the famous Lingaraj se at 
Bhubaneswar) ‘ 


Malati— a flowering creeper that grows fragrant and small white 
flowers 

Menaka—A heavenly nymph 

Mynah—she-parrot 

Neeiachala — The seat of Lord Jagannath at Puri(referred in the 
poem as the Blue-Mountain) 

Nitya Rasa — Festivals at the temple that goes on round the year 
Poonanga — A tree 

Radhika/Radha— The famous Gopi at Vrindavan who is 
worshipped as Lord Krishna’s beloved 

Santala— A tribal sect 

Satyavadi— the open air school at Sakhigopal founded by Pandit 
Gopabandhu 

Shakti — Goddess Parvati/Durga— the epitome of strength 
Shakuntala— Daughter of Sage Kanva and nymph Menaka 
Sita— Goddess Sita, Queen of Lord Ramachandra 

Socrates — the great philosopher of Greece 

Tamala—a creeper that grows blue-black flowers 
Utkala—modern Odisha. 

Varunei~— famous mountain range in the district of Khurda 
Veerasana — to sit in the posture of a warrior(change) 

Yama —Lord of Death in the Hindu pantheon 
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